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shop window in Piccadilly during any twenty minutes in the
day. That is why Brahms is so enjoyable when he merely tries to
be pleasant or naively sentimental, and so insufferably tedious
when he tries to be profound. His symphonies are endured at
the Richter concerts as sermons are endured, and his Requiem is
patiently borne only by the corpse; but Mr Orton Bradley, who
gave a Brahms concert the other day at Steinway Hall, "his
custom always of an afternoon" in the season, was able to enter-
tain us happily enough by reverently letting alone the more
ponderous nothings of his favorite composer.

Pianoforte-playing is becoming an accomplishment most hate-
ful to me. Death is better than eighteen recitals per week. I got
only a glimpse of Madame Roger-Miclos, playing in her cold,
hard, swift style on one of those wonderful steel dulcimers made
by Pleyel. Then off to Steinway Hall to hear the opposite pole
of the Pleyel instrument under the fingers of Mr Friedheim (now
transformed from a wild-looking German student to a staid pro-
fessor) and Mrs Friedheim. Also a young Polander named
Leopold Godowsky, pupil of Saint-Saens, who amazed us by
substituting Beethoven's theme with the thirty-two variations
for the first movement of the Appassionata, in which he proved
a brilliant and all too rapid executant, but a frankly twenty-year-
old interpreter of Beethoven, about whom, as might be expected,
he has not learnt much from the composer of Ascanio. He next
tried Schumann; and though the difficulties of the Etudes Sym-
phoniques seemed to give him no trouble, a certain shyness,
rather engaging than otherwise, prevented him from standing on
his merits emphatically enough to get full credit for his perform-
ance. By this time, however, the audience had come decidedly to
like him; and when he got on to Chopin, with whom his musical
instinct and natural grace of expression had their way unembar-
rassed, his battle was won. I left him playing some excellent little
salon pieces of his own in triumph, he and his audience on the
best of terms.

The violinists are gathering to share the spoils of us with the
pianists. Sarasate, less high-spirited than he was at that golden